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Richard wasn’t gentle.  I think his job dictated that he really put his patient through the ringer in his attempts to work their muscles back to health.  It seems most muscles needed a vigorous bout of jostling before they could be manipulated, and there was another muscle of mine that was about to experience that.

Now both of his hands moved to my ass, and he started to push and massage it, working it slow.  He was breathing deeper and so was I.  I could feel the arousal mounting inside me.  My pussy was dripping with excitement, but none of it would help.

What would help though was the sudden fresh drops of warm oil that he delivered to my ass cheeks, letting them dribble all over me.

“Perfect,” he hushed, and I closed my eyes.  “Just perfect, Kim.”

He moved his hands in a circular motion, working the oil into my buttocks before spreading them wide and running his thumbs between them.

He pressed down on my butt and one of his thumbs waggled at my tight knot, pressing inside and letting me feel it.

“Mr. Shields,” I hushed, biting my lip.

His thumb pressed right through the hole, and I felt the lubricant of his oil around my knot.  He was able to slip himself in quickly and then he pulled out as rapidly as he’d arrived.

I was about to take a breath to relax but then I felt his other thumb bounce into me from the other side.  That stayed there for a while and then he took that thumb out too.  His hands worked around my toned butt again, then he slipped the thumb in without warning, pulling it out and replacing it with the thumb of his opposite hand in quick succession.

He repeated the substitution of his thumbs inside me and I started to gasp, gripping the sides of table tightly as I experienced his wild ride.

His thumbs probed and probed until my ass started to relent to the subtle stretching.  It got wider and wider and soon he was working both thumbs inside me and putting my asshole to the test.

“Good, Kim,” he said, working against the tightness.

“Mr. Shields!” I gasped, and I felt as though I was close to climax.

Again, and again his thumbs blasted through me, sometimes alternating, sometimes going in me together.

I wriggled on his treatment table and felt a strange thrill in our setup.  Mr. Shields was doing the naughtiest of things to me, but from here I could see nothing.  I didn’t have to look into his eyes.  He could have been anyone, but every time I reminded myself that it was Mr. Shields I felt an added burst of excitement that stirred something inside me.

“You’re gonna make me come, Mr. Shields,” I whined, and it seemed to make the act more real.

“You’re gonna come for me?” he asked.

“You’re gonna me come,” I croaked again, and I felt the climax rush up on me.  “Oh, fuck my ass!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Up All Night On His Length : Anal Lovers 31

[image: ]




I hadn’t caught up with my friends in a long time.  I’d moved away from home for university, and I’d made a whole new life for myself.  My mom’s ex-boyfriend Jackson and I hadn’t always seen eye-to-eye, but when he found out I was coming back to the area he offered me a room above his bar.

My friends had invited me at late notice and were surprised when I’d said yes.  I almost never came to these reunions, but I felt like I needed to catch-up and check-in.

There were no other rooms available in town, so the room above Jackson’s bar was a no-brainer, and it was right across from a bar we’d planned on visiting that night.

He wasn’t there when I’d checked in, which I was kind of glad about.  We still talked, barely.  He’d split with mom and pursued this stupid dream of owning a bar.  I guess some people just have to do certain things in life and realize how stupid they’ve been afterwards.

The night out was great.  Everyone was exactly how I’d remembered them.  We had so much to catch up on, but we barely touched on any of it.  It was far too easy to just sink into that familiar mode of fun and laughter that we used to enjoy together all those years ago.

The topic of Jackson came up briefly.  They wouldn’t shut up about how much of a catch he was, but I assured them he wasn’t all he appeared.  He might look handsome enough, but he’s got way too much baggage.  I guess I did too.

The only other notable conversation that night was Kelsey mentioning her forays into anal sex.  We’d all sat there open-mouthed as she told the table all about.  It sounded crazy at first, and we’d all laughed, but by the end of it I think we’d all had our eyes opened.  It certainly piqued my interest.

The night continued with drinks and partying, and wouldn’t you know it, we ended up right opposite Jackson’s bar.  The girls had wanted to go in, but I’d begged them not to.

At around midnight the urge to sleep became overbearing.  With my bed so close it all felt a little too convenient.

I said my goodbyes to my friends.  As I left Kelsey gave me a kiss and told me to pass it on to Jackson.  I don’t think she realized the implications of what she was saying, but I took it all for good fun.

I used the resident’s entrance and went upstairs to my room, bypassing the rowdy bar.  When I got inside, I realized the sound in there was almost as deafening as the real thing below.

There was live music going on in the bar and it was coming right up through the floor.  They might as well have been performing in my bedroom.

I huffed and took a look at myself in the long mirror.  I hadn’t yet taken off my makeup.  My tight jeans, white t-shirt and leather jacket made me look like I wouldn’t be out-of-place amongst some local rock performance.

“Fuck it,” I told myself, and I headed downstairs towards the noise.

The wave hit me the second I pushed through the door and went into the bar.  There was damp heat in the air, and I could smell the beer.  The music moved my ribs.  I looked around the room and spotted the different camps of people stumbling and fumbling around.  There were the revelers who were there for the music; the locals who were there for the familiarity; and the patrons who were there for the alcohol, falling in from the street.

At the end of the bar, I spotted him.  Jackson stood tall over the partiers, smiling as he enjoyed the show.  He oozed a natural charisma.  The bar-staff were all hot-looking women of around my age.  I’m guessing he paid them in more than money by the frantic way they darted around the bar.

I had one guy right in my face immediately.  His eyes were barely level.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

“No thanks,” I told him, and the look I got in return was one of disgust.

The guy opened his mouth to say something, but before he could get it out a huge hand landed on his shoulder.

“You’re not harassing my good friend Jen, are you, Gerald?” he said.

Gerald looked up at Jackson.  “Wouldn’t dream of it, boss.”

Jackson gave his shoulder a squeeze and Gerald departed, staggering off through the crowd.

“I was wondering when you’d introduce yourself,” he said.

“This music’s a little loud, isn’t it?”

“They’re on until two.”

“Two?”

“The room was free for a reason,” he laughed.  He turned back and motioned to one of his bar staff.

“Do I get breakfast?” I asked.

Two drinks arrived beside him, and he pushed one over to me.  “It can be arranged, yes.”

“So ... how have you been?”

He folded his arms.  “Swell.  You?”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed the drink.  I took a sip and tried not to make a face.  “I’ve been just great.”

“Want me to get you some earbuds?”

I shook my head.  “I’m good.”

“I haven’t heard from you in so long and you turn up at mine as a customer instead of—”

“Instead of what?  Phones work both ways, you know?  I haven’t heard much from you since you split.”

Jackson shouted to be heard over the music.  “I bet you’ve had your mom in your ear, telling you how bad I am.”

“Not really.”

He seemed put out.  “You wanna talk somewhere quieter?”

“I’d offer you my room but it’s just as fucking noisy.”

“Let’s try it,” he said.

He led the way, and I followed him.  I was glad to be getting out of that bar.  It felt seedy.  Jackson walked upstairs and the floorboards creaked beneath him.  God, he was a size.  He had to stoop to get under some of the doorframes.

“Which one are you?” he asked in the upstairs corridor.

“The one directly above the stage,” I snarked, unlocking the room.

We went inside and I looked back at him as the music rattled the nightstand.

“That’s something we might need to take a look at,” he agreed.

With nowhere else to sit we both sat on the bed.  Jackson got to talking and he started to explain where everything had gone wrong with mom.  He spoke openly and honestly, and I started to get sucked in by the same charm that had snared her.

He had a way about him that was disarming, and before long I was laughing.  The conversation became looser.  He excused himself to visit the bathroom that was through a door in the corner of the room.

I got to my feet and drew the curtains, looking down on the bar across the street that I’d been in with my friends earlier.  I spotted Kelsey spilling out the door, laughing and lighting a smoke.  For some reason I thought back to her naughty stories of anal, just as I heard Jackson begin to pee in the room beyond.

It was thunderous, hinting at a cock that matched the size of his frame.  I couldn’t help but picture it.  I took off my leather jacket and set it over the back of the chair.  I wanted to get a bit more comfortable, so I started to switch into my jogging bottoms.  When Jackson came out, I was lay on the bed with my tight jeans around my ankles, struggling to get them off.

“You couldn’t help me with these?” I asked.

He started to laugh.  “I thought they were painted on.”

He came around the bed and started to tug.  The jeans slid over my heel and then snapped quickly off.  Jackson let out a grunt and laughed as my legs kicked back.

“Didn’t picture I’d be doing this,” he said.

“I’m just changing into something more comfortable.”

I grabbed my sweatpants from my bag and slipped them on.  They felt so soft on my smooth legs, and instantly gave me that kind of homely comfort.

“Your friends still out?” he asked.

I shrugged.  “They ever come by?”

“Sometimes,” he said.  “Kelsey, is it?  She’s a wild one.”

It started me thinking, then my mouth dropped open as the pieces fell together.  “Have you and her ...?”

I could instantly tell that whatever Jackson was about to say was a lie.

“You have, haven’t you!”

His expression was somewhere between shame and excitement.  He was battling against a smirk.

“Jackson!”

“I’m only human,” he shrugged.

“And you—did you ... in the ass?”

Again, that same look.

“Jackson!”

“What?” he laughed.  “I’m a single guy.  We’re both adults.”

“She’s half your age!”

“I think that’s what attracted me to her if I’m honest.”

“She’s old enough to be me!”

“Aww, is that what this is about?  She’ll never replace you,” he said, blowing a kiss.

I shook my head in quiet disbelief, but I couldn’t help but smile too.  “I can’t believe you fucked her.”

“Don’t be so crass.  We made love.”

“Eurgh!  Made love to her ass?  No-one does that.”

“Me and Kelsey did that,” he said, openly smiling now.

I tried to ignore him, but I had so many questions—questions that I wasn’t brave enough to ask Kelsey in front of other people.

“Did it hurt?” I said from nowhere.

He was taken aback.  We’d never even talked about the birds and the bees and here we were talking about anal sex.

“It didn’t hurt me,” he laughed.  “I don’t think it hurt Kelsey.  We prepared.”

“How?”

“You just get ready,” he said.  “Lube and stuff, you know?”

“You have any?”

“Not on me,” he laughed.  “It’s in my room, why?”

“Get it.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Not like that!  I just wanna see.”

He took a breath and got to his feet.  “Sure.”

He left me alone in the room.  This time I took my bra off under my t-shirt and tossed it on my bag.  I was just curious at first, you know?  I wanted to know more.  I didn’t know where it’d all lead.

He returned and did a double take.  I guessed he spotted my missing bra immediately, because my tight t-shirt hugged me pretty close, and left little to the imagination.  I wasn’t trying to excite him,  not consciously anyway.  Looking back, it was all probably deliberate on my part.  I felt strangely jealous of Kelsey.

“Here,” he said, and he tossed me the bottle.

It had a pump on the top and looked kind of like hand-sanitizer.  I gave it a pump and rubbed the liquid between my fingers.

“It’s so slippery.”

“That’s the idea,” he said.

“I bet that feels good.”

He shifted his eyes and sat on the bed.  The whole thing moved as he put his weight on it.

“Does it?” I pressed.

“Yeah, sure.  Of course.”

“Mmm.”

I fingered at it and he watched.  The moment was oddly intimate.  Jackson was introducing me to something and I was taking an interest; it was a dynamic that hadn’t happened in so long.  It seemed surreal to bond over something as weird as a bottle of lube.

“Is this the same bottle you used with her?” I asked.

He nodded.

I was going to feign being disgusted, but there was something hot about imagining him pumping the top of this bottle while he was mid-fuck.

“Show me how you use it,” I told him, and I handed it to him.

“You just used it,” he said.  “Just pump the top and you’re good.”

“Show me.”

He pressed a load out into his hand.  “Like that.”

He got up to find a tissue.

“Don’t waste it,” I said.

“Well, what do you want me to do with it?”

“Use it,” I said, nodding to his waist.  “Show me.”

“Jen ...”

“You showed Kelsey.”

He stood there with the lube on his hands, facing the decision of his life.

“Let me help,” I said, spurring him on.

I grabbed his belt and looked up into those big, dumb, brown eyes of his.  He just stared.  I started to unfasten him, and he didn’t protest.

I yanked his pants open and then left him there, standing dumbstruck with a handful of lube, and his pants undone.

“Show me,” I reiterated.

“Aren’t you gonna do the rest?”

I rolled my eyes like it was no big deal and then put my hand inside.  I found his thickness.  He’d already started getting hard.  I pulled him over the waist of his boxer-shorts and moved them down to the top of his thigh.  His cock grew right in front of me.  It looked so thick and inviting.

I sat back on the bed and pursed my lips.  I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment, but I couldn’t look away.

“Like this,” he said, and he put the lube against his cock and started to work it over it.

I watched as it turned all slippery, sliding through his powerful fist.  I was mesmerized.  I felt my pussy awaken to it immediately.  The heat moved to it and so did the wetness.

“Wow,” I cooed, unable to take my eyes off him.

At first, I could pretend it was just a performance and that Jackson was simply showing me how it worked, but then he groaned.  Fuck, he had to groan.  Listening to him enjoy it was like a jolt of arousal straight to my veins.

“That feel good?” I asked, looking up at his face.

His eyes were partly closed, as though he didn’t quite know where to look.  He nodded.

“Keep going,” I urged softly.

His fist worked over his length, gliding along the cylinder of swollen flesh.  His veins became pronounced, breathing life into the monolith.  I started to salivate, from my mouth and my pussy.

“The lube,” he said.  “Use it.”

I looked at the lube and then at him.  I wasn’t sure how far I was willing to go.  I took my t-shirt off.  Jackson let out a moaning sigh as he saw my breasts revealed.

“Good girl,” he uttered, and his approval hit me like a drug.

I squirted the lube into my hands and massaged my tits with it.  It felt incredible as they slipped through my hands.  My nipples pricked to attention and turned as stiff as bullets.

Jackson took a couple of steps closer, touching the head of his cock to my breasts.  He jerked against me, and I stared down, watching that smooth, glowing head of his rub at my nipples.  I could feel a little jolt of electric surge down towards my pussy as his stiffness touched me.

“Look at that,” I swooned, staring.

I left him on my tits and moved my hands down my stomach and into my pants.  I searched out my pussy and started to rub.  For the moment I was too coy to show him what I was doing, but then he explicitly asked for more.

“Put the lube on your ass,” he said.  “I want to show you how we did it.”

I turned over onto my knees and pointed my butt back at him.  I was going to down my panties for him, but Jackson took charge and did it quickly, exposing me.  He stripped them down and I bared all, pointing my ass back at him and giving him all the access he needed.

“That looks so good,” he said, staring down and jerking himself over me.

His huge frame stood behind me as he watched.  I squirted the lube against my fingers and then moved it round to my ass.  It was the first time I’d ever gone anywhere near it like that.  I pressed the cool liquid against it and started to circle my fingers around the hoop.

“Yes,” he said softly, working his cock.

I felt so naughty as I stared forwards at the drawn curtains.  I imagined my friends across the street, drinking around a table, oblivious to what was happening directly opposite.

“That’s it,” he said, encouraging me to continue.

I didn’t need his encouragement.  One thing I found instantly surprising was how fucking good it felt to touch myself like that.  It had always kind of been off limits, but with the lube it was now transformed into a whole new playground, and one that I’d never visited before.

I touched the muscle and focused on the sensitive nerve-endings that delivered bursts of pleasure each time I cruised over them.

“Put a finger inside,” Jackson suggested.

I curled one back, sliding my nail through the tight aperture.  The knot of muscle spread over the digit, and I felt the warmth of my insides and the sharp grip of my ass around it.

“That’s good, Jen,” he said, and I could tell from his voice that he was working his cock harder.

I started to slide the finger through slowly, unpeeling the enjoyment of anal act-by-act.  It was obvious there was a pleasure to be had from this, even if it was simply the pleasure of performing for Jackson and having him enjoy me.

“Your ass looks so good,” he said, enamored by it.

He seemed to disregard my pussy entirely, but I didn’t think it was a big deal.  I’d had guys in there before, but I’d never had a guy in my ass.  It felt now like the only way things were going to escalate.

I looked back at him, pressing my face into the duvet and fucking my ass with my finger.

“Try another,” he suggested, just as one had started to feel comfortable.

I pressed another finger against my ass, and it widened over it, relenting and allowing a second intruder.  I felt the tight grip of it all over again.  The twang of stretching pain felt delicious.

“That’s it,” he said.  “Work your ass for me.”

I started to fuck through it, moving my hand into me with greater speed.  The sensations of my ass gripping around my fingers felt incredible, but I knew now that I wanted more.

Jackson stood behind me, not quite committing to the act fully.  I grabbed the lube and moved it down the mattress towards him.

“Do it,” I said.  He knew what I meant.

He took up the lube and covered his cock with it, taking these huge, slow breaths through his clenched teeth.

“Are you ready for this?” he asked.

“I am,” I lied.  “Give it me.  Fuck me.  Fuck my ass!”

The band continued playing beneath us, steadily rocking the bed with their vibrations.  I felt Jackson’s weight as he put his knee to the mattress.  I moved my fingers aside slowly, and I felt his smooth crown arrive in their place.

Fuck, he was big.  He pressed against me, and it really felt like what were doing was impossible.  Something as big as his cock had no business being inside something as tight and dainty as my asshole.  But the lube had helped, and so too had my gentle massaging.

The muscle seemed warmed-up.  It spread open wider, ringing around his cock until the tip of him was all the way inside.  I closed my eyes tight and grunted as he pushed more of his inches into me.  It was like he was folding me inside out.

I let out a grunt to rival the sound of the music permeating the floorboards.  My asshole spread wide, and Jackson’s inches slid into me slowly.

My asshole took it all.  After the sensation of pain, my next emotion was surprise.  The stretch felt good, and it felt amazing knowing that I was really doing it.  I was satisfying his urges and revealing some new ones of my own.

My ass gripped him like a vice and at times it seemed to suck him in, beckoning him deeper.  The biggest surprise was how full my pussy felt too.  As his cock pushed through me, I felt him in there too, tickling at my insides from a whole new angle.

“Look at that,” he hushed.

I looked back to see him staring down at that sinful point of contact.  My asshole ringed around him, pinching with watertightness.  The lube eased his passing.  He squirted more against me and then started to pull out slowly.  The sensation turned slightly more slippery.  He pushed in again and I felt him begin to slide through me, rather than drag.

“That’s it,” he said, finding his stride.

I bit my lip as his pace increased.  He stabbed his cock home and teased the pit of my stomach.  I wasn’t sure I was going to find it as good as I was, but my pussy started to literally weep for him.  The cum that had pooled there started to string out, pushed free by his advancing cock.

It displaced my joy, pouring it out of me.  I moved a hand beneath to catch it and then rubbed it back up against my pussy.  That’s when I really lost myself.  Mixing that in with the bizarre yet intoxicating sensation of his thickness in my ass was like nothing else.

“Fuck me,” I hushed, spinning my fingers on my clit.

He gripped my hips and started to move me faster.  My ass pinched him, jerking him in the ring of muscle.  It rushed up and down him quickly, and over and over again I felt that dull fullness.  I thought of Kelsey and wondered how my asshole compared.  Jackson seemed to enjoy it.

I started to wail in pleasure as all of those naughty sensations mingled and swirled until they were on huge ball of energy that I couldn’t contain.

It grew and swelled inside of me, and I sucked in more and more air between the screams of pleasure as I fought to fuel it.

My pussy throbbed and my asshole gasped.  Jackson rained a slap down on my ass and its sudden bite set the climax free.

I wriggled beneath him, rocking forwards as he stopped fucking me and watched.  My ass dragged back and forth, and the orgasm flowed out from me.  My pussy contacted and my ass widened with it.  My whole core tremble and pulsed, and Jackson just rubbed my ass the whole time, calling me his good girl.

I was breathless as I came out of the other side.  I felt like a completely different woman.  I wanted to ring Kelsey and tell her exactly what it was like.  I wanted to share her experience.  But more than that, I wanted Jackson to come too like I had.  I wanted him to feel what I’d felt, and I wanted to feel his cock explode inside me.  There was no proof like it than that delicious, hot load.

I’d sought Jackson’s love and affection for years, and then there, with his burgeoning cock planted deep in my ass I found it.

“Oh, Jen,” he cried, rubbing at both my ass checks and kneading them.

“It’s your turn now,” I told him.

The beat downstairs continued, and Jackson started to fuck me to it.  The pounding had its own soundtrack, and there was something in that reliable, steady thump that I could lose myself in.

My hoop sprang over him, pinching tight as he ran through me each time.  His hips hit my ass and he bore down on me, giving me everything he had to offer.

His pace increased and his cock swelled, filling the void within me.  He strained towards a crescendo and then hung on to it as he paused.

Suddenly the throb of the beat through the floor matched the throb of his cock.  His cock threw out its love, turning my insides warm as he groaned out each release.  Now there was a new texture.  It was still slippery, but it had that unmistakable feel.

“Oh, Jen,” he hushed.  “Oh, fuck, Jen!”

He rocked through me, filling my insides with his heat.  It felt so fucking dirty having him empty in my ass like that, like I was really being used, you know?  But I think I wanted that, or perhaps I needed it, I don’t know.  I wanted to please him and there was no greater evidence than his cumshot inside me that I was doing that.

He gave me every drop he had to offer and then pulled back slowly.  My ass stayed open, and Jackson stared into the abyss as the cum inside threatened to spill over the gasping lip.

“Perfect,” he said.

My fingers found my hole again, and I pushed them inside to feel the texture.  It was so easy to fuck my ass now.  I remember hoping that it would go back to normal, not realizing that this was normal.  For the moment though I could slip two fingers inside me with ease and feel his sticky heat deep within me.  Something about plunging my fingers inside me like that felt incredible—as though I was touching his love for me.

He staggered back and put himself back in his pants, then he ran his hands through his hair and stared at my ass.

I fell forwards on the bed, lying on my stomach and letting my little ass finally begin to close.  Jackson gave my cheek a gentle slap and I giggled.

“I’ve got a bar to close,” he said.

“Fuck me and leave, I get it,” I teased.

“It’s not like that.”

“Go,” I told him.

He stood at the door and looked at me.  I just stared with this warm smile.  I knew what we’d done was wrong, but I’d have done it a thousand times over.

Jackson left me and the music shut off soon afterwards.  I don’t even remember falling asleep.  I just woke up the next day, and I could still feel his warm cum inside me as I went downstairs for breakfast.

The bar was transformed and there was no sign of Jackson now.  I ate and left, texting the girls and asking if they got home okay.  I couldn’t tell them what I’d got up to, but I’d never forget it.

THE END
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College sports had really given me a shock to the system.  Suddenly the intensity was just way up there, and I no longer felt like I could coast on my abilities like I used to.  Things were hard.  I had to think about basketball outside of the actual game and training.  It became an obsession.

What made things ten-times harder was injuring my hamstring towards the end of my first year.  I was only nineteen and hobbling around campus like a ninety-year-old with a sulking look on my face.

When I returned home at the end of term, I decided that it was finally time to enlist the help of my friend’s dad Richard, who’d successfully been treating sporting injuries for decades now.

Up until now, I’d never needed him.  Whenever I was at Megan’s I’d just watch as her dad took clients out to his private studio at the top of our garden to work his magic.  He even worked on celebrities and sports stars that you’d have heard of, but he never divulged their names.  I guess it was that kind of professionalism that had made him so successful.

“So, how’d you do it, Kim?” he asked as I sat in his lounge opposite him.  It was a bright day, and the sun was shining in through the window.  I’d have loved to go out for a run, but I felt like my life was on pause.

“Just running I think,” I told him.

“Not jumping?”

I shook my head.

“And it hurts up top?  Near the hamstring?”

I got to my feet cautiously.  “Here,” I said, pinching my leg just beneath my ass.  “I can feel it there.”

“Hmm,” he said, looking.  “And it’s the first time it’s happened?”

“And hopefully the last.”

He laughed.  “It doesn’t always work like that, but I’ll see what I can do.”

“Thanks Mr. Shields.”

“And we’ll talk payments later.”

I looked quickly in his direction and noted the slight smirk on his lip.

“Just kidding,” he teased.  “I couldn’t charge a family friend.”

Damn, it was sweet of him to refer to me as a friend of the whole family.  If Megan was home, she’d have rolled her eyes, I’m sure.

“After a year at college I’m not sure I could afford a minute of treatment,” I laughed.

“All that drinking will do that to a bank balance.”

“It’s the textbooks, Mr. Shields, they’re crazy-expensive!”

“Sure.  The textbooks.”

I rolled my eyes.  “When are you thinking we start?”

“Now?” he said, looking at his watch.  “I don’t have another client for a couple of hours.”

“A client.  How fancy!”

“Are you ready or what?” he snarked.

“Yessir.”

“Come with me.”

He led me through the kitchen and out back.  We walked to the top of his garden, and it struck me that I’d never really been up here before.  It had always been off limits whenever I came to Megan’s.

“You know, this is my first time up here?” I asked, looking ahead at Richard.  He always wore shorts and a collared t-shirt for work, which took the edge off his forty-two years.  He was muscled and trim, which really helped give his business a sense of authority.

“I think it might not be your last, looking at how you’re limping.”

He walked backwards for a few steps and looked at my gait, then he turned around and my eyes flashed to that fantastic ass of his.  What?!  I just couldn’t help it, especially with how thin the fabric of them was.  I’m nineteen, sue me.  I think about these things.

“Here we are,” he said, opening the door and allowing me inside.

I felt a strange sense of excitement, but that wouldn’t be the first time that day that I experienced something for the first time.

His garden office was spacious.  It must have been about four or five meters in length and featured a massage table and some gym equipment.

“Where do you want me?” I asked.

“One second,” he said, and he prepared a towel and draped it over his treatment table.  “On here,” he said, patting the padded bench.  “Head through the hole.”

“Should I take these off?” I asked, gesturing to my sweatpants.

“Oh,” he said, looking back to the house.  “Shorts might be better.”

“I can get a pair of Megan’s?”

He shrugged.  “Up to you.  I’ve seen it all in here.”

“Have you now?”

He grinned.  “You know what I mean.”

I shrugged and took my sweatpants down.  It didn’t feel like that big a deal, but then I hadn’t quite remembered the panties that I was wearing.  I’m not even sure you call them panties; they were so tiny.

Richard had turned to give me the thinnest slither of privacy.  I jumped on the table and settled my face into the hole, thankful that I couldn’t see his reaction when he turned around.

“Right,” he said slowly.  “Okay.”

He moved around behind me, and I listened as his sneakers squeaked over the floor.

“What’re you doing?” I asked.

“Just heating some oils.  I’ll use them to try and loosen you up a little.”

My eyes bulged and now I was thankful that he couldn’t see my reaction.

I saw his feet arrive beside me and then I felt the heat of his oils against my leg, just above the knee.

“Ooh,” I hushed.

“That okay?”

“Yep.”  It was more than okay!

My eyes were wide open, and I was staring down at the floor in growing disbelief as his hands started to move over me.  Fuck, it felt good.  I’d never had a massage before, but I didn’t think it’d be like this.

“You feel that?” he asked, and he started to press into my flesh until it ached.

“Yeah,” I grunted, feeling the tight pinch of my muscle.

“That’s where we need to work.”

His thumbs pressed into me and started to wind around in a circular motion, moving all around the muscle.

At first it was painful, and I had to breathe pretty deep to come to terms with it all, but after a few minutes I could feel the muscle relaxing as he manipulated it with his expert hands.

It must have been so surreal for him to be staring down on me like that.  My panties were practically a thong, and the thin strip of fabric that disappeared between the cheeks of my ass wasn’t wide enough to completely hide my modesty.

As Richard’s circular movements increased, he started to move the cheek of my butt, no doubt opening it wide enough to see the change in skin-tone around my ass.  I started to turn red, pulling my lips between my teeth and closing my eyes in the hope that I might be lifted completely from the moment.

But part of me didn’t want to be.  It felt incredible, and Richard and I never got the chance to be together so closely like this.

“Starting to feel better?” he asked, and then his swooping thumbs began to venture up to my bare ass.

“Much better,” I said, wondering if he knew where he was headed.

His magic hands started to press and push at my ass now, working that too and making it wet and slippery with oil.

He smoothed over me, rubbing ever closer to my forbidden muscle that my panties barely covered.  My eyes were open again and I was focusing on his movements.  He must have known what he was doing, which made the whole thing more intriguing and sinful.  I mean, this was Mr. Shields and he was fingering desperately close to my asshole.

“Got any plans for the rest of the day,” he asked nonchalantly, and as he did so his finger moved finally over my little knot, touching the fabric that sat over it.

“Not much,” I said, my jaw tight.

Again, his finger rubbed over it and I felt my pussy come to life.  My pulse raced and I fought against how fucking good it felt.  He was all slicked up with warm oils and he was tickling at my sensitive ass.  I’d never had anyone that close to it before and I had no idea that this much pleasure could be taken from it, but the whole time I kept thinking that Richard couldn’t possibly realize what he was doing.  Could he?

“You?” I asked, my eyelids fluttering.

“Free for an hour after I’ve finished here,” he said, and his fingers just kept swooping over my ass.  I didn’t know if it was some kind of special treatment that I needed or something, but whether I needed it or not, I was starting to want it.

I began to look forward to those little touches of his that delighted the sensitive nerve-endings around the outside of my little hole.

“That’s good,” I hummed contently.

“You like it?” he asked, and he sounded delighted that I’d said that.

“I love it,” I confessed.  “I’ve never had that done to me before.”

Richard’s confidence was steeled, and the swoops of his finger weren’t as coy.  He started to rub more than one of his fingers along me and soon he was touching the fabric that covered my knot.

“Should I take these off?” I asked.

“It’s not necessary,” he said.  “Unless you want to.”

He moved his hands off my ass and worked the top of my leg again.  I felt the tightness of my muscle and groaned as he massaged me.

“I want it,” I said.  It was somehow easier to talk to him like this now that my face was pointed at the floor.  I felt as though I could open up to him, in more ways than one.

“So, take them off,” he said, and now his hands left me completely.

He was standing beside the padded treatment table, and he was waiting patiently.  This is it, Kim, I thought to myself.  It’s now or never.

I couldn’t decide whether this was necessary for the treatment or whether I’d read the signals right and that Richard was keen to see more of me and do more to me.

I pushed my ass up off the treatment table and my face pressed into the hole of the table as I curled my thumbs under the waist of my panties.

“Good,” he said beside me, watching.

My panties peeled back over my oiled ass, and I moved them down above my thigh.  I felt Richard grab them and he pulled them down my legs and off my feet.

They fell to the floor, and I could see them sitting there.  The crotch of them bore a silky deposit from my pussy, showing my excitement.

“Shall I get back to it?” Richard asked.

“Please do.”

I took a deep breath and I felt his hands on me again.  They were at my thigh now, and they were pressing and thumbing into it, finding the fault in the muscle that lay deep in my leg.

“Oooh,” I strained, feeling the pain again.

Richard wasn’t gentle.  I think his job dictated that he really put his patient through the ringer in his attempts to work their muscles back to health.  It seems most muscles needed a vigorous bout of jostling before they could be manipulated, and there was another muscle of mine that was about to experience that.

Now both of his hands moved to my ass, and he started to push and massage it, working it slow.  He was breathing deeper and so was I.  I could feel the arousal mounting inside me.  My pussy was dripping with excitement, but none of it would help.

What would help though was the sudden fresh drops of warm oil that he delivered to my ass cheeks, letting them dribble all over me.

“Perfect,” he hushed, and I closed my eyes.  “Just perfect, Kim.”

He moved his hands in a circular motion, working the oil into my buttocks before spreading them wide and running his thumbs between them.

He pressed down on my butt and one of his thumbs waggled at my tight knot, pressing inside and letting me feel it.

“Mr. Shields,” I hushed, biting my lip.

His thumb pressed right through the hole, and I felt the lubricant of his oil around my knot.  He was able to slip himself in quickly and then he pulled out as rapidly as he’d arrived.

I was about to take a breath to relax but then I felt his other thumb bounce into me from the other side.  That stayed there for a while and then he took that thumb out too.  His hands worked around my toned butt again, then he slipped the thumb in without warning, pulling it out and replacing it with the thumb of his opposite hand in quick succession.

He repeated the substitution of his thumbs inside me and I started to gasp, gripping the sides of table tightly as I experienced his wild ride.

His thumbs probed and probed until my ass started to relent to the subtle stretching.  It got wider and wider and soon he was working both thumbs inside me and putting my asshole to the test.

“Good, Kim,” he said, working against the tightness.

“Mr. Shields!” I gasped, and I felt as though I was close to climax.

Again, and again his thumbs blasted through me, sometimes alternating, sometimes going in me together.

I wriggled on his treatment table and felt a strange thrill in our setup.  Mr. Shields was doing the naughtiest of things to me, but from here I could see nothing.  I didn’t have to look into his eyes.  He could have been anyone, but every time I reminded myself that it was Mr. Shields I felt an added burst of excitement that stirred something inside me.

“You’re gonna make me come, Mr. Shields,” I whined, and it seemed to make the act more real.

“You’re gonna come for me?” he asked.

“You’re gonna me come,” I croaked again, and I felt the climax rush up on me.  “Oh, fuck my ass!”

My asshole tightened around him, and my pussy started to flex out its climax.  My whole groin spasmed as he worked his magic, but there was some confusion over my cries of glee.

See, I’d meant for him to fuck my ass with this thumbs, and that had worked perfectly.  I’d started to come, but Richard had misconstrued things.

I was too busy wriggling and writhing to notice his shorts come down and drop to the floor.  Suddenly I felt his weight on the table as he climbed up, then I felt something oily probing at my gasping hole.

“Oh, Kim,” he hushed.

“Fuck my ass!” I cried again as I realized what was happening.

I knew now that the thing that was vying to press into my knot could only be one thing.  It was bigger than any finger of Richard’s, and the fact he was beginning to grunt and groan made me think he was doing one of the naughtiest things I could think of.

“Mr. Shields,” I whined, opening my eyes finally to see his shorts and boxer-shorts in a pile beside my panties.

“Fuck, Kim, you’re taking it,” he said above me.

I felt the head of him pop through my knot and plunge into me.  It pulled the skin inwards, but the oil did its job, letting him pass through me.  My ass started to envelop him, sucking him into it.  Before I knew it was filled with several of his stiff inches.

I felt the strangest sense of accomplishment as I took him in my ass like that.  Richard was clearly enjoying the tightness and the view from above.  He fell over me and started to kiss at my neck, then gradually he withdrew himself and I felt his stiff arousal drag out of me.

It was such a rush to feel the ridges and veins of his cock inside me like that.  They teased delightfully at my insides, as though it was designed to please me there.

I pushed my ass out to meet him and soon Richard was fucking me steadily.  The treatment was working alright, because I couldn’t even feel my hamstring anymore.  All I could feel was a sexy discomfort in my ass and the dull poke of his cock at the depths of my stomach.  He tingled my nerve-endings and pleased my pussy from a whole new angle.

His cock surged through me over and over and I strained through that little hole in the table.  It must have been a sight to witness from below, staring up at my red face and trying to discern what was causing my joyous discomfort.

Richard pulled his cock out of me and then I felt another rush of oil straight into my ass.  It filled up the void and then he squatted over me, angling his cock down and sinking it into the pond of oil that my hole had become.

The oil became displaced and ran over my pussy as Richard stuffed himself back inside me.  I pushed my ass up to meet him and take more of him inside me.  I felt so capable suddenly.  The stretch of my ring had been painful, but not anything I couldn’t handle.  That pain was gone now and in its wake was a delicious naughty feeling.

“You’re fucking my ass!” I kept gasping, unable to quite believe it.

I hope he didn’t do this to all his clients.

He pulled out of me again and dismounted the table completely.

“Come here,” he said, and it was the first time I’d lifted my head from the hole throughout the experience.

I felt more nervous about doing that than I had about taking my panties off.  With another breath I turned to face him.

Richard was stood in his collared shirt and sneakers, but nothing else.  His oiled-up cock sat on his waist, bouncing slightly.  My eyes were drawn to it instantly.  It was thick and veiny, and I couldn’t quite believe I’d taken it in my ass.  It looked so big.

“That was inside me?” I asked, my face red with embarrassment and arousal.

“And it will be again,” he said, and he held out his hand.

I came down from off the table and he turned me to face it, bending me forwards roughly.  I let out a playful shriek and then hissed as he stepped into me and stuffed his cock right back through my ring.

It pinched around him as I let out a whimper, but Richard didn’t stop to allow me time to get used to him.  He just started fucking.  He pounded me against the table, ramming it hard with his thrusts and springing his cock along my slick, naughty channel.

My asshole pinched around him, jerking his cock with a tight embrace that he seemed to enjoy.  Richard let out these groans and moans that I’d never heard him utter before.

“That’s it, Kim,” he said.  “That’s it.  Let me use you.”

“Use me, Mr. Shields!” I wailed.  “I’m your slut!”

Fuck, I couldn’t believe what I was saying, but having a cock in your ass like that is a surefire way to turn you into a different person.

It turned me into a damned harlot, but that felt like the only way to cope with it all.  People aren’t exactly Disney princesses when they’re getting their ass stuffed with cock.

“Fuck my ass!” I begged.  “Fuck my ass!  I want your cum!  Please!”

Shit, that felt like the least I deserved.

Richard’s hands came up around me and he started to squeeze at my tits.  The oil on his hands turned my t-shirt a different shade of gray.

“Oh, Kim, you’re gonna make come, you know that?”

I nodded.  “I want it.  I’m ready.”

“You want it?”

“I want it, Mr. Shields.  Please!  Please come inside me!”

Less than an hour ago I was complaining about a painful hamstring and now I was begging for Richard to shoot-off in my ass.  It seemed insane that it had all happened so quickly, but then there’s only so long a guy can massage a woman’s ass before both parties get excited.

He pounded through my virgin hoop, sending his thick cock through me over and over again until he could no longer stand how amazing it felt to him.

I heard him whimper behind me as he approached climax and I remember the euphoria washing over me.  It felt like such a privilege to help him come like that.  Honestly, it should have been every young woman’s dream to make an older man that happy.

Regardless, Richard continued to burst through my tight knot and I felt him swell and stiffen as he rode right to the edge.

“Do it,” I urged, sensing he was holding back.  “Fucking come!  Come for me, Mr. Shields!”

“Yes!  Oh, Kim!  Yes!”

I felt him pause and I started to smirk as his cock began to throb.  His moans joined his release and he was soon dictating each burst of cum with a joyous cry of passion.

Steadily he started to fuck me again, and it was as though he’d squirted a fresh bolt of oil into my ass.  The cum provided the perfect lubricant, and it felt even better when it started to run out of me and down my leg, all warm and sticky.

Richard pushed deep, sending his deposit inside me as though he was giving me a colonic with his cum.  He filled me to the brim and then kept himself there.  He kissed my neck and rested himself against my back.  I thought he was going to fall asleep.

“Thank you,” I said softly, and he gave my neck a kiss and then my cheek.  It was the closest to kissing my lips that he’d come, which is insane to think about after what he’d just done to me.

Gradually he pulled out of me, and I felt his seed spill from my ass and land on his floor.  Thankfully it could be wiped clean easily, but the leftover shame from the act could not be scrubbed so easily.

I looked back to him with weary fuck-drunk eyes, and he put his forehead to mind.

“I couldn’t help myself,” he said.

“I would have asked for it anyway if you didn’t give it me,” I told him honestly.

His eyes met mine and he smiled.

I kissed him gently and then he moved away.  His cock was covered in cum, and the lights above made it dazzle.

I bit my lip and watched as he put his boxer-shorts back on, but before he pulled them up his legs, I stopped him.

“Wait.  I want to ...”

I didn’t say anything, I just crouched to the floor in front of him and looked up.  He knew what was happening next.

“You’re sure?” he said.

I didn’t answer.  I just grabbed his cock and put my lips over him.  Straight away I tasted the saltiness of his cum.  I drove him further into my mouth and tongued at the underside of his cock.

“Oh, Kim,” he sighed, and he let his head fall back.

I sucked the bitterness from him carefully, treating him one last time to my warm insides.  When I was done, I let him drop from me and then I lifted his boxer-shorts up his tree trunk thighs and stowed his cock back inside them.

I grabbed my panties and stepped into them, bringing them up my legs until they were back over my sticky asshole with Richard’s seed trapped inside.

“Feeling better?” he asked.

“I feel looser,” I told him, then I realized the double-meaning as he started to smirk.  “Not like that!”

I started going red as he laughed.

“Go clean yourself up,” he said.  “We’ll do another session soon.”

“Promise?” I asked, my eyes dazzling.

“You think I’m just gonna do that once?”

With a beaming smile I limped from his treatment studio and out into the sunny garden.  I was a new woman.  Reborn.

On the way back to the house I could feel his warmth seeping steadily out of me and it felt incredible.  For the rest of the day, I’d feel his cum inside me and be reminded of that raucous forty-five minutes of debauchery that changed me forever.

THE END
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“Are you okay?” I asked Mr. Davenport as he sat at the dining room table, his head in his hands.

“I just ... I don’t know,” he said, leaning back and looking at me.  I’d never seen him so stressed before in my life.  It seemed as though it was adding years to his forty-five-year-old face.

“What is it?”

“This new job,” he said.  “I’ve never had a problem selling before but now ... I don’t know.  I just don’t know what direction to go in with this.”

“It’s bidets, isn’t it?”

He nodded.

“So, what are you thinking?”

“Maybe I need to get cute with it.  Not take it so seriously, you know?”

“It’s for cleaning your ass, right?  I don’t think anyone’s taking that seriously.”

“They should!”

I started to laugh.  “I suppose you’re nailing the basics of loving the product you’re selling.”

“I’ve got an idea,” he said.  “You okay being my guineapig?”

“That depends ...”

“I just want you to listen to my pitch,” he clarified.

“Then yes.  I can do that.”

“Awesome, thanks Carla.  I’ll have it ready for later if you’re around.”

“I don’t have work today.  Good luck,” I offered.

He was straight to it before I even left the room.  I couldn’t help but smile.  In my year living with him I’d never known him fail, and this bidet company had really paid a hefty fee to secure his services.  He was a salesman through-and-through, and there was nothing he couldn’t pitch.  I believed in him.

I stood upstairs later that day, staring at the bidet that Mr. Davenport had had installed in the bathroom.  It was an unsightly looking thing alright, and I wasn’t exactly keen on jumping on top of the thing.  I barely even knew how you were supposed to use it.  Wasn’t toilet paper good enough?  Apparently not, I’d later discover.

“Carla,” I heard him call up the stairs later.  “You got ten minutes?”

I’m not gonna lie, I was kind of excited.  Mr. Davenport was a master of his craft and it was cool to look behind the curtain like this.  I could learn a lot from him, and he was also fun-as-hell to be around usually.  He’d rented out his room cheaply as he thought having a younger influence would be good for his life-balance.  I was the happy recipient of his maverick ways.

“I’ll be right down,” I called.

I hadn’t got out of my sweatpants all day.  I was off work and content to lounge my time away.  A sales pitch from Mr. Davenport about bidets was the highlight of my day so far, but things were about to get much more interesting.

“Right,” I said, sitting at the dining-room table.  “Lay it on me.”

He cracked his knuckles and stood up.

“What if I told you I could save you money, and all you had to do was be cleaner?”

I titled my head.  “Go on.”

“Clear-Start Bidets offer you a practical, hygienic solution to all of your toilet-paper worries!”

“Toilet paper worries?  Who’s worrying ab—”

“Have the cleanest tush around by practicing good hygiene!  Users of Clear-Start Bidets report a fifty-percent increase in their sexual satisfaction.”

“Is that true?!”

“And it’s all down to the cleanliness of the unholiest of holies.  Make yours the best butt on the block with Clear-Start, and start enjoying better sex today!”

He stood there with a beaming smile on his face, as though he’d just made the greatest presentation mankind has ever seen.

“Sex sells, I suppose.  Is that it?”

“What do you think?”

“Is that sex stuff true?”

“Has to be,” he said.  “With a clean butt, your sexual potential is practically doubled!”

“Doubled?”

“Of course,” he said, as though it was obvious.  “Suddenly there’s no cleanliness barrier to the naughtier way to enjoy sex.”

“Mr. Davenport!”

“What?” he shrugged.  “It’s perfectly natural, Carla.”

“It is not.”

He swiped his hand at me.  “Ahh, you’re young.  You don’t get it.”

“I get it, I just don’t see the appeal.”

“Then you don’t get it,” he said.  “Clear-Start Bidets make your ass so clean you can eat it.”

“That’s quite the claim ...”

“I stand by it,” he said.  “I’ve got to.  Any salesman worth his salt has to stand by his product.”

“And you say it’ll make a butt so clean someone could eat it?  You’d do that?”

“I’d do it,” he shrugged.  “Or have it done to me.”

“Mr. Davenport!  You’re making me imagine all kinds of crazy things.”

“You said sex sells,” he shrugged.  “I think this might be the right angle to get people interested.”

“I’m certainly interested,” I confessed.  I’d never even heard of the kind of butt stuff that he was talking about.  I didn’t know people ate them.

“There you go,” he said, snapping his fingers.  “If I can get a nineteen-year-old woman interested, I can get anyone interested.”

“So, clean you can eat it?” I repeated.  “I don’t buy it.”

“Buying it is exactly what people need to do to find out.  I’ll get ‘em hooked on the notion.  They only need to try it once.”

“Try ass-eating?”

“No, Carla, God!  The bidet!  I’m not going round eating my customers’ asses.”

“Why not?” I shrugged, smirking.  “It might work.”

“That’s a lot of ass-eating.”

“But if it’s as clean as you say, it should be a joy, shouldn’t it?”

He paused a moment.  “Well, I stand by it.”  He folded his arms.  “If I’ve gotta eat ass to prove it, so be it.  I’m sure people will understand.”

I started to laugh.  He wasn’t being serious, but it had definitely started something whirring in my craw.  Fuck, what a sinful idea.  I suppose good marketing doesn’t just come at you head-on.  Sometimes it attacks from the side and leaves you with nothing else to think about.  You need an idea; something interesting or profound that sticks with you long after the sales-pitch has finished.  Mr. Davenport had found that.

“So, what do you think of my pitch?” he said.

“Honestly.”

“Always.”

“I’m not sure it cleans as well as you claim.”

He got up from his chair and took me by the wrist.  “Come on,” he said.  “Let’s do this.”

I giggled, following him and putting up a small amount of resistance.  He took me upstairs to the throne.

“Here you go,” he said.  “Use it.  I’ll be outside.”

“Mr. Davenport!” I gasped.

“You’ve got five minutes.”

“I don’t even know what to do?”

“Wash,” he said, simply.  “Five minutes.”

He closed the door, and I was left in the bathroom, staring at the mysterious porcelain bowl that sat beside the toilet.

“Wash?” I hushed.  “How the heck ...”

“I’m not hearing any water!” he said from behind the door.

“Mr. Davenport!”

I moved quieter now that I knew he was listening.  I downed my sweatpants and took them off completely along with my panties.  I didn’t want to get them wet.

“Right,” I said to myself, and I straddled the device.

I turned it on, and the little fountain of water flowed out.  It looked like a garden water-feature or a drinking fountain, only its intended use was much different.

“Wash,” I said, and I looked at the hand gel that Mr. Davenport had put by the bowl.

I gave it a squirt and got to work.  I’ve gotta say I’ve never been that personal with my ass before, but there was something about running those soapy, slippery fingers all over it that was more than just a little intriguing.

“That’s the best sound in the world,” he cried.

At this point all I could do was shake my head in disbelief and smile.  He was something else, Mr. Davenport.

I washed the soap off my ass and then toweled down.  Afterwards I put my panties back on and slipped back into my sweatpants.

“I’m done,” I called.

He came straight in, smiling.

“What do you think?” he asked.

You know what, I was surprised.  I genuinely felt fresher in my panties.  It was like a tonic, and it definitely gave me a new kind of confidence.

“I’m converted,” I beamed.

He smiled.  “I knew it!  See, if I can just get people using it, they’d understand.”

“An ass so clean you can eat it,” I told him, and I nudged him with my elbow and gave him a wink.

“I told you, I swear by that,” he said.

“I’m waiting ...”

He looked at me curiously.  I tried my darndest not to let a smile break on my lips.  I wanted to see if he was as good as his promise.

He put his hand on his heart.  “I’m a man of my word,” he said, and he got to his knees.  “Turn around, Carla.”

I gasped and started to laugh, looking down at my kneeling landlord.  He wore a naughty smirk that looked out of place on his mature, handsome face.  He stayed on his knees as though he was praying.

“I’m waiting, Carla,” he said.

I couldn’t stop laughing.  I covered my mouth in shock, but I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t interested.  Before now the idea seemed dirty, but now that I’d used the bidet it felt like the gateway sexual advancement that he’d touted it to be.  Suddenly I had a whole new naughty option available that just seemed so off-limits before now.

“Turn around,” he said.

I covered my giggle.  “Mr. Davenport.”

“Turn around.”

“Mr. Davenport,” I whispered.

He said it more seriously now.  “Carla.  Turn around.”

I pulled my lips into my mouth and turned around sheepishly, putting my ass right in his face.

“Take down your pants,” he said in that cool, commanding voice of his.

And you know what?  I did.  I bit my lip and just went for it, pushing down my sweatpants and showing him the good job that I’d done of my ass.

He took a deep breath.  “Panties too, Carla.”

This was it.  I breathed deep too, battling to control my nerves.  I pushed my panties down now, sure that it was what he wanted.  He wasn’t joking anymore, and neither was I.  This was it.

“Oh, Carla,” were his first words as he saw my ass revealed to him.

I bent over to push my panties down my legs further and Mr. Davenport gripped my calf.

“Stay there,” he said.  “That’s it.  Oh, Carla.”

He used his hand to split my ass open roughly, gripping it firmly and pushing it aside to see the naughtiness beyond.

I could feel the blood rushing to my face, partly in nervous embarrassment and partly with arousal.  I was baring myself to him completely and showing him a part of myself that had long been off-limits, even to me.

Before now it was a one-way hole with only one purpose, but now that it was all spruced up and spick-and-span, the potential seemed limitless.

“There it is,” he said.

“Good enough to eat,” I reminded him.  “That’s what you said, right?”

“I’m a man of my word,” he said, talking right into my ass.

My eyes bulged as I anticipated his next move.  His face pressed into my soft cheeks, and I felt his stubble against my bare skin.

Next came the first lick from his tongue as it washed over me, delighting those sensitive nerve-endings that I’d discovered only moments earlier when I’d washed myself thoroughly.  Before now it was shower scrunchies that had done the bulk of the work, but after using my fingers I realized there was more pleasure to be had from the sinful little knot of muscle.  With Mr. Davenport’s tongue dancing over it, it was obvious that I’d been mistaken.  This was something to behold, and something that was instantly on the list of things I enjoyed doing.

“Oh, yes,” I purred, closing my eyes to his touch.

“Good, isn’t it?” he asked, and he started to circle my hole with the point of his tongue before pushing it inside.

I could feel his teeth against me, such was his willingness to penetrate me with his slippery mouth-muscle.

It eased me open steadily and muscle met muscle.  His tongue pushed a way inside and I felt the heady bliss of ass-licking be revealed to me.  It felt amazing.  It was as though I was drifting away on a cloud of eroticism.  Mr. Davenport was enjoying the naughtiest part of me, and there was something thrilling about that.  I’d never seen a finer display of his love than that, and I instantly wanted more.

“It’s so good,” I told him.  “So, so good.”

“Mr. Davenport knows just how to please you, doesn’t he?”

“You do, Mr. Davenport,” I moaned, and I placed my hand over my pussy with a view to adding another sensation to the naughty encounter.

“Play with yourself,” he urged, and his voice sounded wet against my spit-covered ass.

“I’ll play for you,” I told him.  “I’ll do anything for you.”

My fingers turned on my clit.  It was so stiff so quickly.  I’d never known arousal like it.  The second I gave it a nudge I felt my whole core flex with excitement.

“That’s it,” he hushed, feeling the brief pulse of my ass muscle on his tongue.

He flicked it over my hoop like he was a snake tasting the air.  I stood there with my panties around my ankles.  Both of his hands split me open now, and he was targeting my virgin asshole with greater ferocity, as though he was preparing me for something more.

“That’s it,” I told him.  “That’s it.”

There aren’t many ways to lick ass, when you think about it, which actually becomes an advantage.  No-one can really do it wrong, unlike pussy-eating.  All you have to do is keep washing your tongue over it again and again and things tend to take care of themselves.

I could feel the wetness building inside me and when I moved my fingers down to my swollen pussy I was shocked to discover how wet I was.  It had pooled inside me and then the tension had broken the second I’d stuck a finger inside myself.

I was so soaked.  I rubbed the cum back over my pussy until it was sopping.  My fingers moved quickly over it and then I sunk two of them inside me, coating them.

I took them out and moved them between my legs, touching them to Mr. Davenport’s chin.  He came off my ass briefly to taste my pussy.  He pushed my fingers into his mouth, and I felt his tongue smothering them.

“That’s it,” I moaned.  “Taste all of me.”

I don’t think he needed any encouragement.  When he was done with my fingers, he slapped my butt hard enough to make me shriek, then followed it up quickly with that joyous sensation of his daring tongue as it searched all over me.

This time he moved down off my ass and sampled my O.  He flexed inside me and tasted my juices at their source.

I closed my eyes and floated off on the sensation of what he was doing to me.  It felt like nothing I’ve ever known.  Guys aren’t supposed to give their women this kind of euphoria, but I’ve no idea why.  He was good at it, and I trusted him like no-one else, which is why his next suggestion was taken seriously.

“I want to put it in your ass,” he said.

“What?”

“My cock.  Fuck, Carla, this is making me so hard.”

“It is?” I asked, and for some reason I was genuinely surprised.  “I thought it was only me enjoying this.”

“Are you kidding?  It’s hot!  I love it.  I love how naughty you are.  I love how naughty I’ve made you.”

“Can you show me?  Wait, help me out of these.”

I stomped at my sweatpants and he helped get them off my feet, taking my dainty panties with them.  I turned to face him, looking down on him as he knelt before me.

“Before we do,” he said, and he pulled me forward at the waist.

His face was partially obscured by my t-shirt as he came up under me and clamped his mouth right over my pussy.

I felt his tongue get busy in the embrace.  Instantly I started to breathe deep and squeeze at my tits.  I just had to see him.

I lifted my t-shirt up over my head and stood naked above him.  His eyes looked up at mine, and the sight was one of the most sinful I’d ever seen.  It was the face of the man who was about to fuck my ass, a man I’d known for some time and hadn’t thought of sexually ... until now.

Out of sight his tongue worked perfectly, fluttering over my petals and building my excitement more and more.  I was desperate to see what I’d done to him, but for now I just enjoyed his expert licks.  I closed my eyes and pinched at my nipples.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, and he gripped my ass and squeezed.

He pressed his mouth onto me and sucked at my flesh.  I could feel all kinds of naughty sensations delighting my body, but there was one more to come.

He moved his finger into my ass and pressed it up through the slick muscle.  His spit helped to ease him inside me, and suddenly he was finger-fucking my ass slowly as he fed on my pussy.

“Oh, Mr. Davenport, that’s it,” I told him, gasping for breaths to fuel my desire.  “That’s it.  Fuck my ass!”

I could see the smile in his expression as our eyes met again, but his mouth didn’t have time to smile.  He sucked at my charged clit and probed my ass until I couldn’t take it anymore.

I held his head on me and smothered him with my soaked puss.  His finger pressed deep, and my ass clenched around him.  My pussy flexed and then the climax gripped me.

“Yes!” I wailed, looking down in disbelief.

I moaned for him, wriggling myself against him as my body surrendered.  I tensed and flexed, whimpering as the shivers of ecstasy vibrated through me.  It was the most amazing climax I’ve ever had, and Mr. Davenport had achieved it so effortlessly.

“Show me,” I cried.  “Show me what I’ve done to you.”

He ate my pussy until it had stopped contracting.  I was breathlessly gasping as he got to his feet and started to open his jeans.

Before he’d even released his cock, I was on my knees in front of him, keen to repay the favor.

“I want it,” I told him.

“You’re gonna get it.  Make sure you keep that ass open for me.”

I reached around and stuffed my finger inside.  I felt like such a slut, but his encouragement made it feel like it wasn’t as naughty as I imagined.

“Finger that ass for me,” he said, and he pulled out his stiffness.

I fell in love with it immediately.  It was thick and long, and the veins coursed up it, beating with a deep bluish green as his blood pumped into it.  He was so stiff.

“Oh, Mr. Davenport,” I gasped, and I pulled his cock towards me quickly.  I moved my mouth over the crown and suddenly he was inside me.  He was so big and smooth, and his cock was rock-hard and ready for me.

I licked along him and reveled in the deep moans that escaped his lungs as I treated him to my mouth.  I gave him everything I knew, licking along the length and tonguing at his balls to get him going.  Mr. Davenport could hardly contain himself.  He looked like a different person with his face awash with heady excitement.  I’d never seen the expression on him before, but he wore it well.

“I want your asshole,” he told me.

“Take it,” I told him.  “Take its virginity.”

That seemed to excite him.  He got me to my feet and pushed me forwards towards the basin.  I put my hands on the rim.

“Bend over,” he told me.

I moved my legs a step or so backwards and then bent at the waist, showing him my joyous, tight knot.  My finger had barely done a thing to coax it wider, but his cock sure would.

“That’s what I want,” he said, moving forwards.  “Keep it open for me.”

I held the basin with one hand and used the other to split my ass open for him.  I had no idea how much it was going to hurt until I felt the dull head of his crown press against the impossibly tight hole.

He moved into me and gradually my ass stretched, widening over its guest and inviting it inside.

“Oh, Mr. Davenport,” I whimpered.  “I can feel it.  That’s it!  Oh, it hurts good.”

“That’s it, Carla,” he strained, looking down at the sinful point of contact.

He kept himself in position and my asshole moved all by itself, slowly accepting him and then sliding down his length.  As it engulfed him, I felt a sense of pride that I’d achieved it.

With a snarl I pushed back, feeling him poke at my stomach.  My pussy felt it too.  It was being attacked from an entirely new angle, but as the pain subsided it felt good.

My face relaxed from its frown, and I took a breath.  I’d done it.  Now there was only one thing left.

“I want you to fuck me, Mr. Davenport,” I told him.  “Please fuck my ass and show me what it’s like.”

“My pleasure, honey,” he said, gently holding my ass as he began slowly.

I felt my ring drag over him as he retreated.  The muscle pinched tight, as though it didn’t want him to go anywhere.

“Fuck me,” I said softly, moaning.  “Fuck me, Mr. Davenport.  Please!”

He built his pace as my tone turned fiercer.

“Fuck me!  Please!  Fuck me!  Fuck my ass!”

His hips started to hit my ass, clapping against me as his cock stabbed deep at the pit of my stomach.  It felt so good to be defiled by him like that.  He’d treated me like an angel for months, now he was treating me like a slut, and I was loving every inch of him.

My ass gripped him.  Mr. Davenport’s moans met mine.  The chorus of sin echoed in the bathroom as he reached beneath me to cup my tits.

He squeezed and struck me hard.  I had to push back off the basin to stop my head from hitting the faucets.

He stood upright and took a hold of my hips.  His pace increased and he moaned, staring down on the sinful point of contact as my asshole swallowed his cock up again and again.

He sprang through my hoop, and it felt good now that I was looser.  I knew I could take it.  I had a confidence about myself that helped buoy my eagerness.

“Come in my ass,” I begged him, looking back.  “I want it in my ass.”

“Oh, Carla!”

“In my ass, Mr. Davenport!  Please!”

He focused down on the source of his pleasure and built to a glorious groan that could only mean one thing.

His thrusts paused soon afterwards, and I felt the twitch of his cock within me.  It throbbed and then he groaned again as the first rope of cum spat from his cock.

“Yes!” I moaned, feeling his warmth.

“Oh, Carla!  I’m coming!”

“Shoot it all in my ass,” I cried, holding my cheeks apart.

His cock pulsed, throwing out its release in thick, bountiful ropes.  More and more of him flooded my ass until his cum was pooling around his cock.

I started to bounce back against him, and the texture felt incredible.  It was all silky and smooth.  His cock had never felt so good as now.  I started to grind back on him and push his cum deeper, using it as a lube.

“That’s it,” he groaned.  “That’s it, baby.”

I could tell that he was spent.  He gripped my ass and opened it, then he pulled back slowly until his sticky, cum-covered cock popped free.

I stared in the mirror and looked at his spent, satisfied expression behind me.  He was staring straight down at my gaping hole and the cum that webbed across it.

“That was perfect,” I told him.

“Think you’re sold on the bidets?” he asked with a smirk.

I laughed.  “I think I’m converted.”

“To bidets?”

“To anal sex,” I giggled.  “We’re doing that again, Mr. Davenport, you hear?”

He grinned.  “Rule number one of sales: the customer is always right.”

THE END
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My housemate and landlord Brian said he used to get up with some wild things with his ex-girlfriend, and I could believe it.  He had a woman round one night and I could hear the wildest noises coming from the basement.

I was never allowed down there, so it was left to my own imagination to fill in the blanks.  A horny, adventurous woman can be very creative.

I tried prying and asking him what was down there, but he wouldn’t say a word.  His devilish little smirk gave the game away though.  At forty-three, he still managed to have that youthful glint in his eye whenever he thought he was getting away with something.

I suspected that Brian and I shared a naughty bond, but I couldn’t be sure.  I hadn’t properly done anything with a guy yet, but it was almost all I thought about.  I didn’t think of normal stuff either.  My friends would talk about being romanced and having a guy go down on them, but I was busy fantasizing about getting it in my ass.  I didn’t tell them, of course.

I’m not even sure where the idea came from.  Since I turned eighteen, I’d explore myself in the shower, sometimes venturing to my ass and pushing a tentative finger inside.  It was as though I skipped a step when it came to sexual desires.  I could never bring myself to tell my friends the truth though, and I just pretended with them that I shared the same fantasies they all did.

That day I was feeling more curious than usual.  Brian had gone out for the afternoon, and before he’d left, he’d reminded me not to go downstairs to the basement.

At this point it felt like he was goading me down there.  I mean, he could have just said nothing, rather than leave that idea in my head before he went out!

I sat on my hands for a few minutes, but it was no good.  I had to settle my year-long curiosity and see exactly what it was about downstairs that was so special.

I watched Brian pull off the driveway and within seconds I had my hand on the basement doorknob.  I twisted it and stared down the staircase.

After turning on the light I descended slowly, my heart racing with excitement.  This was it.  I was about to reveal all.

I tried to tease myself for a little longer, refusing to look right and give myself a glimpse.  I wanted it all to hit me at once.  I wanted all the glory of Brian’s sex dungeon to—

Oh.

Far from being anything sinister, Brian had set up his own man-cave down here.  He had a black leather sofa in front of a wall-mounted television with some kind of games system beneath it.  There was a small bar area and beer-fridge, as well as cigars and a bookcase filled with fancy-looking titles.

“Well shit,” I huffed, and I sat down heavily on the couch, defeated.

The whole thing had been a ruse.  If Brian had used this place as sex-dungeon, all the evidence of that was long gone.

I shuffled into the seat.  The leather felt cool against my yoga-pants.  I felt out the remote-control beneath me and turned the television on absentmindedly.

Suddenly the room was filled with surround-sound fucking.  The cries of the woman on the screen damn-near took my ears off.

My face flushed red immediately with nervous shock and I raced to turn the television down a notch.  I wondered if this explained the noises once heard, but from what I remember they sounded real, and not as if they’d been piped in via speaker.

After the initial scare I settled into the scene that Brian had finished on.  I noticed the tissues suddenly beside the sofa, and I realized that this must be where he let off steam.

Far from being mortified I was excited.  I tried to picture him sat there, his pants around his ankles and his stiff cock being slid through his fist.  Fuck, that would be a sight to walk downstairs to.

The woman on the scream moaned as the tanned, muscled guy fucked her.  She took his cock as he pulled out of her and jerked his cum all over her face.  I’d never seen anyone happier.

“Fuck,” I hushed, watching it slide down her gleeful expression.  Brian had good tastes.

The scene ended and I thought about seeing what else was on offer.  I could feel how wet my pussy was, but I felt like there was more to explore down here.  I could watch porn any time, but I might only ever get this one chance to be in Brian’s private area.

I got up from the couch and sauntered around the room, touching the exposed brickwork and trying my hand at throwing a few darts in the board on the wall.

Brian’s beer fridge was well-stocked.  I took one of his Mexican beers out and popped it on the bar, taking a swig.  Surveying the room, I could imagine Brian entertaining his friends down here, or maybe even a lover.  I don’t know why he kept it so secret.
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